A Man’s Reach 

Our new CEO is a “make the figurative literal” guy. 

Thus off we're vanned to Starfield Amusement Park. 

There the carousel, where we reach for an actual golden ring! 

| grabbed one, got a fist bump from him, running midst the plunging 


horses. Others did too, and high-fived! 


Not one woman. The attendant was asked to move the arm closer, 
but refused after Quicky sneered “Political Correctness!” 


His usual sarcastic persona, and he didn't bother getting 
a ring himself. 


Thereafter, disappeared. 


“It’s what happens to non-team players,” whispered 
Enforcer Sam. A friend. 


Pressed him to be more exact. 
He promised to. 


Via throwaway-phone text on the day after he retired. 


